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ae THE INDIAN 
The Indians we're not to fear, 
¥S For they are true and good; 
os They go like scouts across the land, 
And creep within the wood. 
kx My father tells how he got lost 
ae) Upon one summer day; 
35 But soon an Indian appeared, 
ke And showed to him the way. 
be A gift my father gave the man, 
j ae A ring from off his hand; 
we The Indian thus was father’s friend 


Within that lonely land. 


So do not fear the “savage’’ man, 


For he too loves the Good, 
; The Spirit is his guide always, 
Within the dusky wood! 
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WITH THE EDITOR 


Thanksgiving comes in for consideration this month, and as 
we grow in wisdom we find that thanksgiving and gratitude are 
qualities of the heart and soul which enrich and bless. Why, all the 

riches of heaven open up to the grateful heart! There 
The True is nothing in all God’s world that praise cannot win, for 
Thanksgiving praise is gratitude in action. 

It is well to give national thanks once a year, 
nee a daily bread’’ gets its daily flavor through gratitude and 
thanks. 

Everybody should read ‘““Thanksgiving at Grandma Hart’s,”’ 
republished in this issue from an old Unity, by request. It is not only 
a sweet, wholesome story, alike interesting to old and young, but it is 
brimful of everyday Practical Christianity. 


“The Vineyard” grows in interest and our high school boys 
and girls will find it helpful in getting rid of ‘‘the little foxes that spoil 
the vines.” 

“Betty’s Busy Bees” are still very active getting the best out 
of life and filling their little brain-cells full of sweetest thought. 

“The Nest” is growing “‘downier’’ than ever. 

Our Perhaps it is because the November winds are blowing 

Contributors and the birdlings have need of increase of warmth 
and love. 

“The Life Talks,” by Mrs. Teel, are the sure-enough chats be- 
tween her and her little ones, and so are vitally interesting. 

Mrs. Hardy’s Mother Series is too late for this issue. 


We have several excellent contributions from our young folks, 
that show not only ability but an insight into metaphysics. We wel- 
come contributions of this kind, for Youth knows how 
Have You __to appeal to the heart of Youth. 
A Story? Royal says our greatest need is for short, ideal- 
istic stories that shall bring the little Wisdoms into 
closer touch with the great truths of Being. 
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We have many good stories on hand, but they are too long for 
the space we have to give them. The plastic imagination of the child 
needs beautiful imagery, while its voracious appetite for knowledge 
should be fed on sweet, wholesome truth served up a-la-Hans-Chris- 
tian-Anderson. 

Remember our needs. Young authors, try your wings for our 
Christmas number. Let us have plenty of sketches, stories and every- 
thing that will contribute to the Christmas joy and cheer. Wee Wis- 
doms are included in this invitation. Let’s have a real Christmas 
gathering. Come and tell us your ideas of Christmas and Santa Claus. 


MOTHER EARTH’S PLANT-BABIES 
H. TEEL 


I hear Mother Earth say, “Get out of my ‘‘My plant-babies too, must be washed with 
way, ew, 
For this is my busy day. And wiped with a wind cloud, blue. 
Folks think I just play and roll over each About styles I don’t worry nor get in a 
ay flurry, 
As I jog ‘long my lazy way. For last year’s patterns will do. 


“T've a world of work, which I do not shirk, ‘“Tis well, for I fear the lilies’d look queer 
But which I most gladly do. In hobble skirts Easter day; 

*Tis plain to be seen, my house I must clean, And do you suppose a poppy or rose 
And make clothes for my babies, too. Would dress in any such way? 


“The wind must blow, to dust, you know, ‘“‘If in admiration and deep meditation 
And the rain wash the dirt away; Thy lady’d ‘consider the lily,’ 
Then the flowers I'll shake, to get them A lesson ‘twould teach, and sermon ‘twould 
awake, preach 
And put on their dresses gay. *Gainst styles both ugly and silly. 


“‘Many lessons you'll learn, if to Nature 
you'll turn, 
And note how each does its duty— 
Just silently knowing and faithfully growing, 
Changing waste to perfume and beauty.” 
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N the glow of the early twi- 
light, while yet “‘the morn- 
ing stars sang together,” the 
feathered orchestra of the 
little wood was a-tune and 
joining in. To the slender 
figure standing with bared 

head, facing the dawning splendor of the 
unrisen sun, it was as if heaven and earth 
were uniting in one grand symphony of wel- 
come to the coming day. So full of the 
beauty and harmony of the morning was the 
soul of Ned Day that it burst from his lips 
in a song of praise: 

“Oh, blessed Light! Oh, blessed Life! 

There is no discord in thy earth or heaven; 

Thou art the endless harmony that runs through all. 
hou art the Songster and the song, 

Thou art the Giver and the gift, 

Thou art the Lover and the loved, 

Thou art the Glory and the glorified, 

Thou art the Knower and the 
Thou are the One in all, the all-in-one 
Thou art, and thou art God.” 

The morning held something more for 
Ned Day than the music of the spheres and 
the song of birds. He was about to be 
called to demonstrate the harmony and one- 
ness his soul had realized—for out of the 
shadows had filed three grotesque little 
images ot humanity and planted themselves 
where his eyes must fall upon them when he 
took them from the skies. A moment later 
and Ned Day faced his problem. Could 
he, would he, reconcile these dirty little 
gamins with the divine beauty and harmony 
that were pulsating his soul? The question 
was quickly settled, for Ned Day no sooner 
beheld these little faces turned up to his 
than a smile of welcome broke over his 
countenance, and his voice took on the 
quality of comradeship as he called out 
cheerily, “Hello, fellows! You're out 
‘early.’ There came a chorus of “‘Helloes”’ 
in return, and then Pinkey, edging closer, 
touched Ned softly as if to make sure that 
he was really flesh and blood, and said, 


THE STORY OF LOVIE 


MyrTLe FILLMORE 


Chapter 
DAWN 


“Me an’ Crutches an’ Pigeontoe cummed 
on business, but them nifty words o’ yourn 
ianded us. They make such queerness 
here,’ and Pinkey’s hand went somewhere 
between his heart and stomach, ‘‘and I 
feel I orter know sumthin’ !”’ 

There was a hungry, eager look in 
Pinkey’s face quite new to it. Something 
had stirred in his soul—the awakening thrill 
of a new life had swept through his being. 
There was no half-way with Pinkey. Con- 
viction and action went together with him. 
Ned realized this and felt the importance of 
the task before him. The sun was just 
lifting a golden disc above the horizon. He 
called the attention of the boys to it with 
the question: 

“‘What is that great ball of light coming 
up from the East?” 

There was prompt answer, 
“Where i is it coming from?” 
“Dunno.” 

“Were you it?” 

“Yes 

“Why 

it allers come round in the 
mornin’.”” 

*“Why does it always come in the morn- 
ing?” 

It was Crutches answered the question: 

makes it come.” 


God make it 


“The sun.” 


“Why does come, 
Pinkey 
“Search me,” said Pinkey. 


But Crutches swung a step forward and 
almost whispered to Ned: 

***Cause he loves 

““And what do you think about it, 
Pigeontoe>”” inquired Ned of that young 
worthy. 

Now Pigeontoe, like many bigger folks, 
could reiterate somebody else’s opinion bet- 
ter than venture one of his own, and his 
answer Was: 

grandmar allers ‘lowed God done 
all them things fer folks.” 
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““Well, now,”” said Ned, “we know the 
sun does come every morning, and never 
fails us, and that there could be no warmth 
or light without it; neither could there be 
any life or growth. So we are bound to 
believe the Power that made the sun and 
keeps it coming to us with the morning must 
mean good for us. And its name is Good, 
only people have shortened it to God.” 

Pinkey flashed down from the log he 
had perched on. Something new had 
dawned upon him, and to think was to act 
with him. 

“Oh, Mr. Ned, hain’t nobody got no 
cinch on God then?” 

“Why, no, my boy. Doesn’t his sun 
shine on everybody alike >”’ 

Pinkey cogitated a moment, and then 
answered a little sorrowfully: 

““"Twould, but them big sky scrapers 
and stone heaps don’t give no show here.” 

“Well, Pinkey, it’s good to know it’s 
shining anyway, and so it’s good for our 
souls to feel that a great Life and Love be- 
long to them, which outshine the sun and 
cannot be hidden by sky scrapers or stone 
walls.” 

““Be yer meanin’ God and war that what 
makes the queerness in here?” and Pinkey’s 
hand again sought the region of his stomach. 

“Yes, Pinkey, that’s just what I mean. 
It is the everywhere Good—-God—that 
gives us the life that dwells in our bodies, 
and the love that makes us kind to each 
other, and shines through us in good 
thoughts and deeds.” 

“But I hain’t good,”’ burst in Pinkey. 

“Yes, he is, Mr. Ned,” chimed in 
Crutches; “‘he never makes fun of anybody, 
and fights off the boys that bullies me, and 
brings me up here among the birds and trees 
where I can have a chance. He’s awful 
good when you know him.” 

““That’s the Great Good shining through 
you, Pinkey. Be careful and don’t shut it 
out with sky scrapers and stone heaps. Just 


let it shine.” 
Pinkey was silent and full of thought. . 


Crutches told how he loved the little woods, 


and how “‘it seems like God was a lot closer 
here than anywhere, ‘cepting where mother 


is. 

Through careful questioning, Ned 
learned that Crutches had once had a nice 
home, but his father had gone away to the 
gold fields seeking his fortune, and had not. 
been heard from for several years; and that 
after living up what he had left them, his 
mother was struggling to support herself 
and crippled boy by working in a factory. 
It was plain that Crutches was well born 
and had a refined and sensitive nature, as 
well as a bright mind, in his slender little 
body. When the matter of his lameness 
was referred to, Pinkey was on the spot 
ready to explain the business proposition that 
had brought them out so early. 

“Yer see, Mr. Ned, yer helpin’ man 
war a-telling me and Pigeontoe that he 
knowed you wunst when you’s game just 
like Crutches, and yer cum out o’ it all one 
night; so me an’ him toted Crutches down 
here to find out how you done it.”” 

Ned took in the situation: there was only 


“one thing to be done, his mind and heart 


agreed upon that; but before he could 
carry out his plans, these dusty, hungry little 
beings must be washed and fed. 

Janie and Tom, presiding geniuses of 
the bungalow, entered into the spirit of the 
occasion, and in one short hour wrought a 
wonderful transformation in these little ur- 
chins, turning them over to Ned again clean 
as a whistle, with shining faces and satis- 
fied stomachs. It was as if they had sud- 
denly come upon heaven and the angels, 
Crutches explained afterwards. 

Ned proposed to Pinkey and Pigeontoe 
that they leave Crutches in his care for the 
day, coming for him in time to be home to 
meet his mother. . 

Pinkey said, “It’s a go.” And so it 
came about that the boy listened to the story 
of Ned Day’s healing,* and carried away 
in his heart the germs of a living faith. 


*See “Wee Wisdom's Way.” 
_ (To be continued.) 
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SUNDAY SCHOOL LESSONS 


Blanche Sage Haseltine 


LESSON 6, NOVEMBER 9 
ABSTINENCE FOR THE SAKE OF OTHERS.—Romans 14:7-21 
(World’s Temperance Lesson) 

7. For none of us liveth to himself, and none dieth to himself. 


8. For whether we live, we live- unto the Lord; or whether we die, we die 
unto the Lord: whether we live, therefore,-or die, we are the Lord’s. 
9. For to this end Christ died and lived again, that he might be Lord of both 
the dead and the living. 
' 10. But thou, why dost thou judge thy brother? or thou again, why dost thou 
set at nought thy brother? for we shall all stand before the judgment-seat of God. 


For it is written, As I live, saith the Lord, to me every knee shall bow, 
and a shall confess to God. 


2. So then each one of us shall give account of himself to God. 

13. Let us not therefore judge one another any more: but judge ye this rather, 
that no man put a stumblingblock in his brother’s way, or an occasion of falling. 

14. I know, and am persuaded in the Lord Jesus, that nothing is unclean of 
itself: save that to him who accounteth anything to be unclean, to him it is unclean. 

15. For if because of meat thy brother is grieved, thou walkest no longer in 
love. Destroy not with thy meat him for whom Christ died. 

16. Let not then your good be evil spoken of : 

17. For the kingdom. of God is not eating and drinking, but righteousness and 
peace and joy in the Holy Spirit. 


18. For he that herein serveth Christ is well pleasing to God, and approved of 
men. 


19. So then let us follow after things which make for peace, and things whereby 
we may edify one another. 


20. Overthrow not for meat’s sake the work of God. A\ll things indeed are 
clean; howbeit it is evil for that man who eateth with offence. 


21. It is good not to eat flesh, nor to drink wine, nor to do anything whereby 


thy brother stumbleth. 

GOLDEN TEXT—/t is good not to eat flesh, nor to drink wine, nor to do any- 
thing whereby thy brother stumbleth—Romans 14:21. 

The great thought in today’s lesson is this: “Let us not 
therefore judge one another any more.”’ 

It has always seemed so easy for us to see other people’s mis- 
takes. It has been so clear to us just what they should do and how 
they should do it. Now plainly, that is none of our affair. 

We are accountable, every one of us, to the great Spirit, and 
we are accountable only for ourselves. If we do not obey the laws 
of Spirit, we fail, and our lives are not happy and prosperous, while 
if we learn to walk in harmony with Divine Order our lives will be 
rounded out and joyful. 
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We should not waste any of our clear vision or understanding 
judging our neighbors. It should be turned like a searchlight on our 
own heart and mind, that we may be sure every crevice is filled with 
a good, true thought. : 

' The only thought we should give to our neighbors and friends 
is one of love. We must be very careful that we do not cause others to 
do wrong by our example. Rather we should lead all those who come 
in contact with us, to the true way of living. 


LESSON 7, NOVEMBER 16 
THE DEATH OF MOSES.—Deut. 34:1-12 


1. And Meses went up from the plains of Moab unto mount Nebo, to the 
top of Pisgah, that is over against Jericho. And Jehovah showed him all the land of 
Gilead, unto Dan, 

2. And all Naphtali, and the land of Ephraim and Manasseh, and all the 
land of Judah, unto the hinder sea, 

3. And the South, and the Plain of the valley of Jericho the city of palm- 
trees, unto Zoar. 

4. And Jehovah said unto him, This is the land which I sware unto Abraham, 
unto Isaac, and unto Jacob, saying, I will give it unto thy seed: I have caused thee to see 
it with thine eyes, but thou shalt not go over thither. 

5. So Moses the servant of Jehovah died there in the land of Moab, accord- 
ing to the word of Jehovah. 

6. And he buried him-in the valley in the land of Moab over against Bethpeor: 
but no man knoweth of his sepulchre unto this day. 

7. And Moses was a hundred and twenty years old when he died: his eye 
was not dim, nor his natural force abated. 

8. And the children of Israel wept for Moses in the plains of Moab thirty 
days: so the days of weeping in the mourning for Moses were ended. 

9. And Joshua the son of Nun was full of the spirit of wisdom; for Moses 
had laid his hands upon him: and the children of Israel hearkened unto him, and did as 
Jehovah commanded Moses. 

10. And there hath not arisen a prophet since in Israel like unto Moses, whom 
Jehovah knew face to face, Z 

11. In all the signs and the wonders, which Jehovah sent him to do in the land 
of Egypt, to Pharaoh, and to all his servants, and to all his land, 

12. And in all the mighty hand, and in all the great terror, which Moses 
wrought in the sight of all Israel. : 


GoLDEN TEXT—Precious in the sight of Jehovah is the death of his saints.— 
Psalms .116:15. 

This story of the death and burial of Moses is a grand piece of 
literature. It is good to read just for the beauty of it. But there is a 
lesson too. The life of Moses is one of the best examples of the value 
and advantage to be gained by obeying the voice within. ' 

The only times when Moses failed were when he neglected to 
obey the laws of the Christ Spirit. His greatest mistake was when he 


forgot to give Jehovah credit and took upon himself the authority 
which rightfully belongs to God. 
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Like Moses, we can do nothing of ourselves, but through fol- 
lowing the guidance of the Christ within, we can do all things. The 
important thing to remember is this: “Not I, but the Father within 
me, he doeth the works.”’ 

Because Moses for the most part lived by the law, he did not 
lose in life or health as he gained in years. It is not at all necessary 
to lose in life energy as we grow older if we remember to entertain 
only thoughts of life and health. 

‘And he buried him in a valley, in the land of Moab, over 
against Bethpeor: but no man knoweth of his sepulchre unto this 
day.” 

But from a careful study of his life, his mistakes and successes, 
we can learn a great deal about our own inner selves. 


LESSON 8, NOVEMBER 23 
JOSHUA, THE NEW LEADER.—Joshua | :1-9 


1. Now it came to pass after the death of Moses the servant of Jehovah, that 
Jehovah spake unto Joshua the son of Nun, Moses’ minister, saying, 

2. Moses my servant is dead; now therefore arise, go over this Jordan, thou, and 
all this people, unto the land which I do give to them, even to the children of Israel. 


Every place that the sole of your foot shall tread upon, to you have I given 
it, as I spake unto Moses. 


4. From the wilderness, and this Lebanon, even unto the great river, the river 
Euphrates, all the land of the Hittites, and unto the great sea toward the going down of 
the sun, shall be your border. 

5. There shall not any man be able to stand before thee all the days of thy 
life: as I was with Moses, so I will be with thee; I will not fail thee, nor forsake thee. 


6. Be strong and of good courage; for thou shalt cause this people to inherit 
the land which I sware unto their fathers to give them. 


7. Only be strong and very courageous, to observe to do according to all the 
law, which Moses my servant commanded thee: turn not from it to the right hand or to 
the left, that thou mayest have good success whithersoever thou goest. 

8. This book of the law shall not depart out of thy mouth, but thou shalt 
meditate thereon day and night, that thou mayest observe to do according to all that is 
written therein: for then thou shalt make thy way prosperous, and then thou shalt have 
good success. 


9. Have not I commanded thee? Be strong and of good courage; be not 
affrighted, neither be thou dismayed: for Jehovah thy God is with thee whithersoever thou 
goest. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Be strong and of good courage.—Joshua | :9. 


After the death of Moses the Lord commanded the people to 
go forward. He appointed Joshua leader and they immediately started 
to cross the river Jordan into the promised land. Jehovah told Joshua 
not to be afraid of this new land he was about to enter, but to re- 
memeber to obey the law and he would be successful. 

Right there is a lesson for us. When we begin to learn the 
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Truth, it sounds so beautiful, we want right away to live it. It isa 
state which, like the land of Canaan, promises joy and prosperity. 

Often, however, we are afraid to trust ourselves entirely to 
this Truth, it is so new to us. It is all easy sailing in fair weather, but 
when disturbances occur, we are apt to turn for aid outside ourselves. 
When lack of health or prosperity threaten, some of ‘us have not the 
faith to trust the Christ within. 

We should remember the promise of Jehovah, for it is for us 
just as it was for Joshua: “Be thou strong, and of good courage; be 
not afraid, neither be thou dismayed, for the Lord thy God is with thee 
whithersoever thou goest.”’ 

The Christ Spirit is within us, ready to help us over every step 
of the way. We need never be afraid to trust absolutely i in this Al- 
mighty Spirit. The only thing necessary to success is that we re- 
member to obey the law. 


LESSON 9, NOVEMBER 30 
CROSSING THE JORDAN.—Joshua 3:7-17 


7. And Jehovah said unto Joshua, This day will I begin to magnify thee in the 
sight of all Israel, that they may know that, as I was with Moses, so I will be with thee. 

8. And thou shalt command the priests that bear the ark of the covenant, 
saying, When ye are come to the brink of the waters of the Jordan, ye shall stand still 
in the Jordan. 

9. And Joshua said unto the children of Israel, Come hither, and hear the 
words of Jehovah your God. 

10. And Joshua said, Hereby ye shall know that the living God is among 
you, and that he will without fail drive out from before you the Canaanite,-and the 
Toes and the Hivite, and the Perizzite, and the Girgashite, and the Amorite, and the 

ebusite. 

11. Behold, the ark of the covenant of the Lord of all the earth passeth over 
before you into the Jordan. 

12. Now therefore take you twelve men out of the tribes of Israel, for every 
tribe a man. 

13. And it shall come to pass, when the soles of the feet of the priests that 
bear the ark of Jehovah, the Lord of all the earth, shall rest in the waters of the Jordan, 
that the waters of the Jordan shall be cut off, even the waters that come down from 
above; and they shall stand in one heap. 

14. And it came to pass, when the people removed from their tents, to pass 
over the Jordan, the priests that bare the ark of the covenant being before the people: 

15. And when they that bare the ark were come unto the Jordan, and the feet 
of the priests that bare the ark were dipped in the brink of the water (for the Jordan 
overfloweth all its banks all the time of harvest), 

16. That the waters which came down from above stood, and rose up in one 
heap, a great way off, at Adam, the city that is beside Zarethan; and those that went 
down toward the sea of the Arabah, even the Salt Sea, were wholly cut off: and the 
people passed over right against Jericho. 

17. And the priests that bare the ark of the covenant of Jehovah stood firm 
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on dry ground in the midst of the Jordan; and all Israel passed over on dry ground, until 
all the nation were passed clean over the Jordan. 


GoLpDEN TEXT—Fear thou not, for | am with thee.—Isaiah 41:10. 


This is a wonderful picture of the Israelite hosts passing over 
Jordan. The priests, bearing the ark of the covenant, walking out from 
the banks while the waters piled up and left a path through which all 
the Israelites passed safely. 

The significant thing to us is the fact that the whole story of 
the wanderings of these people is a symbol of our own journey 
through life, or the workings of our own minds. 

Many times in our lives obstacles appear which it seems im- 
possible to overcome. These shadows are the Jordans which seem 
deep and wide and impassable. Nevertheless, they are but shadows 
after all, and the power of the Spirit dissolves them with the light of 
love and understanding. 


Let us remember the words of the Almighty: ‘‘Fear thou not, 
for | am with thee,”’ and walk with head erect—unafraid. 


LESSON 10, DECEMBER 7 
THE FALL OF JERICHO.—Joshua 6:8-11; 14-20 


8. And it was so, that, when Joshua had spoken unto the people, the seven 
priests bearing the seven trumpets of rams’ horns before Jehovah passed on, and blew the 
trumpets: and the ark of the covenant of Jehovah followed them. 

9. And the armed men went before the priests that blew the trumpets, and the 
rearward went after the ark, the priests blowing the trumpets as they went. 

10. And Joshua commanded the people, saying, Ye shall not shout, nor let 
your voice be heard, neither shall any word proceed out of your mouth, until the day 
I bid you shout; then shall ye shout. 

11. So he caused thie ark of Jehovah to compass the city, going about it once: 
and they came into the camp, and lodged in the camp. 

14. And the second day they compassed the city once, and returned into the 
camp: so they did six days. 

15. And it came to pass on the seventh day, that they rose early at the dawn- 
ing of the day, and compassed the city after the same manner seven times: only on that 
day they compassed the city seven times. 

16. And it came to pass at the seventh time, when the priests blew the trumpets, 
Joshua said unto the people, Shout; for Jehovah hath given you the city. 

17. And the city shall be devoted, even it and all that is therein, to Jehovah: 
only Rabah the harlot shall live, she and all that are with her in the house, because she 
hid the messengers that we sent. 

18. But as for you, only keep yourselves from the devoted thing, lest when ye 
have devoted it, ye take of the devoted thing; so would ye make the camp of Israel 
accursed, and trouble it. 

But all the silver, and gold, and vessels of brass and iron, are holy unto 
Jehovah: they shall come into the treasury of Jehovah. 

20. So the people shouted, and the priests blew the trumpets: and it came to 
pass, when the people heard the sound. of the trumpet, that the people shouted with a great 
shout, and the wall fell down flat, so that the people went up into the city, every man 
straight before him, and they took the city. 
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GoLDEN TEXT—ALIl things are possible to him that believeth—Mark 9:23. 


After the people of Israel had circled around Jericho a 
day for six days, there did not seem to be any change. The walls ap- 
peared just as substantial and formidable as ever, but the Israelites did 
not lose faith. The lesson to be gained from this story is one of stead- 
fastness and perseverance in spite of appearances. 

Sometimes it seems that even after we have been steadily hold- 
ing to the truth for a long time, there is no outer change. 

I once sat in the Silence with a small boy, who, after a moment 
or two, said, “Well, I've said that thought over five times and this 
here wart is just as big as ever.”” I tried to explain to him that the 
dark places in his mind and heart must be filled with good thoughts 
before the wart would disappear. : 

And so it is with all our demonstrations. We must not expect 
outer signs immediately. We know that the good work commences 
as soon as the word is spoken, but the start is within, and that is why 
it cannot be seen at once. 

Let us not lose faith if we do not at once see the result of our 
good thoughts. Like the Israelites, we should hold to our faith in 
spite of appearances, for we know that it never fails. 


SEE NO EVIL 


JoHN MartTIN 


O God, your goodness gives me sight 
To see and know the Good and Right. 
My heart knows what is best for me, 
And shows just what is good to see. 
So when my eyes see lovely things, 

It laughs and dances, smiles and sings; 
But when my eyes see what is bad, 
My heart grows cold and dark and sad. 


So, when I see an evil sight, 
I'll shut my eyes with all my might. 
For, if my eyes were open wide 
That evil sight would get inside. 
O dear God, help my heart to be 
_ Full of Light and Purity. 
O help me, all the days | live, 
To see and love the sights you give. - Amen. 
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THE NEST 
BLANCHE SaGeE HASELTINE 
Thanksgiving 
HE clearest laughing voice and the softest tread, and the 
dear warm fairy Gratefulness (or as some call her, Thank- 
fulness) steps into our nest. She looks around, and with a 
contented little sigh settles down to stay. The nest is fairly 
bulging with praise and thanksgiving. The messages of 
the fairy Thankfulness are flying from its center every 


minute. 

We are thankful for many blessings. Most of all we are 
thankful to the All-Knowing Spirit that nests for wee birdlings are 
possible. We are so grateful to the Christ within that we have been 
taught the way to make nests, strong and true, yet soft and beautiful, 
that our wee ones may grow easily and surely into the right way of 
living. The great heart of the world is thankful for its birdlings, of 
course, but how wonderful a privilege to build the nests. 


A Story For the Quiet Hour 
Thieves And Robbers 


‘Well, mother, it works fine.”” Sylvia perched herself on the 
edge of a chair in the kitchen where mother was frying doughnuts. 

“Tell me about it, girlie,” suggested mother, as she lifted a big 
fat one out of the pan and rolled it in sugar. 

“IT was running down the road from grandma's because | 
thought Kitty-cat would be lonesome, and right under the big tree 
by the bridge I saw a big man with a dirty face and awfully torn 
clothes. He looked just like the stories Marie’s mother told about 
thieves and robbers, and at first | wanted to run back to grandma's. 
Then I remembered what you said about those stories and | said, ‘He 
is no thief or robber, he is God’s own man,’ and | walked right on. 
When I got close to him | began saying, “There is nothing to fear, for 
God is here,’ and just as I passed him he sort of smiled and said, 
‘Aren’t you afraid to be on this lonesome road by yourself?’ 

“He had a nice smile, mother, and I wasn’t a bit afraid, so | 
just smiled back and said, ‘I’m not alone. God is with me.’ He 
stopped smiling, but he didn’t say a word, so | came on home.” 
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“You see, daughter,” said mother, handing Sylvia a big dough- 

nut, “there is nothing to fear.” 
“Yes, Sylvia,” Uncle Jim remarked, as he fished a doughnut 

from the crock, “but there are thieves and robbers just the same.” 

“Jim Armstrong,’’ exclaimed mother, while Sylvia’s eyes grew 
wide, “whatever in the world do you mean?” 

“Now, little girl,"’ began Uncle Jim, talking to Sylvia, but look- 
ing at mother, “I have always found it a good thing to hear what folks 
have to say before judging them.”’ Mother returned to the doughnuts 
and Uncle Jim took Sylvia on his lap. 

‘I don’t want to frighten you, little one, but it is a good thing 
to know about these thieves and robbers and to learn what to do to 
keep them away. There is really nothing to fear when you know the 
truth about them. The danger lies in not knowing. 

“There is one robber who steals your peace and joy and scars 
your pretty face with red ugliness. His name is Hate. You can tell 
when he is coming by the angry, firey feeling inside of you, but you 
need not be afraid. Just say, ‘I love everybody,’ and immediately the 
great fairy Love, who is as gentle as she is powerful, will appear and 
fill your heart and the robber will disappear. 

“Then there is the thief Sickness, who will steal away your 
strength and health. He has many forms, but you can easily recog- 
nize him, and when you’ feel him near, you must say, ‘God is my 
health; I can’t be sick; God is my strength, unfailing, quick.’ The 
fairies, Life, Health and Strength, will fill your whole body so that the 
thief sickness cannot get in.” 

By this time mother had stopped frying doughnuts and was 
listening too. 

“You see, Sylvia,” continued Uncle Jim, “these theives and 
robbers are not real, but they can frighten us into believing they are, 
if we do not keep the good fairies with us. They are like shadows: 
thrown on a sheet. You have seen them, dear. They look large and 
black, but are really nothing after all but shadows. These robbers 
are but shadows, too, and when Love and Wisdom throw their light 
on them they fade away.” 

“Kitty-cat,”” explained Sylvia, when they were. sitting under 
the plum tree to watch the bright red sun go down, “they are just like 
the shadows under this tree—when the warm sun shines on them they 
just aren't, that’s all, and the sun inside of is called Love—Uncle Jim 


said so.” Veen 


I know there is nothing to fear, 
I'm safe the whole night through, 
For the love-thought angels are here; 


They keep me pure and true. 
Twelve 
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BETTY’S BUSY BEES 


Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


CHAPTER II 
Betty’s Society 


HE following Saturday four little girls, each carrying a heap- 
ing pailful of ripe blackberries, could be seen coming across 
the big field, and then making their way through Mrs. 
Morrell’s front gate, and up the path. Each wore a sun- 
bonnet, “Kiss Me Quicks’’ these children’s bonnets are 
sometimes called, for they set off the little face within in a 

very charming manner. 

Betty was one of the group, also Bab; the other two were 
Edith and Clare Carrington. Mrs. Morrell met the four girls on her 
piazza steps. “ 

“You have done well,’ she said, looking into their little pails. 

“Here is fifteen cents apiece for you; and | think it would be 
wise to choose a treasurer to take care of the money.” 

**You be treasurer, Mrs. Morrell,” said Clare. 

“| have an idea,” exclaimed Bab, “‘let’s have Mrs. Morrell for 
President, she thinks of so many nice things.” 

“If that is the case; and I am to take Bab’s place suppose we 
make Bab our treasurer,” suggested Mrs. Morrell. 

“Yes, yes, yes!” chimed in all the girls. 

“Betty, you may take the pails in the kitchen, empty the 
berries into the big yellow bowl, so that the little girls may have their 
pails again, and then join us in the sewing room.” 

When they were all comfortably seated up stairs, and had 
taken from the bags at their sides their thimbles and needles, Clare 
asked, looking across the room: 

“Mrs. Morrell, what is that on the table>”’ 

“In a minute, I'll tell you; first let me hear which child can sew 
on the machine?” 

, “Edith can use the machine,”’ replied Clare. “Mother taught 
er. 


Edith was a trifle shy, so her sister usually spoke for her. 

“That is good, so Edith may sew up the seams of the little 
skirts, that is what you see on the table; I looked in my chest and 
found a big roll of both flannel and muslin, so | cut them out and they 
are ready for sewing, my offering to the good work,” said Mrs. Morrell. 

“My mother says she will give us some tennis flannel for a 
dress, it will wash you know, but she said she’d wait until we were 
ready to begin on the dress, before she sent it over,’ said Bab as she 
threaded her needle and waited to commence. 
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“Betty give this to Bab to baste.” 

Mrs. Morrell>’’ asked Bab. 

““You see where I have turned up the hem for the skirt.”” ° 

“Oh, yes, I’ve done that kind before; | know.” 

“Here is scalloping on the flannel petticoat for the little girl 
who can buttonhole, and the other one may be feather-stitched. Betty 
may take that. I have taught her how. Now you are all supplied with 
work; Edith at the machine, Clare with the scalloping, and Bab 
basting. If you think you can work alone, without my overlooking, | 
may read aloud sometimes, but this Saturday we will forego the read- 
ing, and get well started knowing what we are going to do. There is 
time before Thanksgiving, so suppose you make two flannel skirts, 
two white ones, and two dresses, one for school and one for best.” 

“The other for Sunday school?” inquired Bab. 

“Yes,” assented Mrs. Morrell. 


a: “But grandma, what will we do with the money?” asked 
tty. 


badly. 


“Buy a hat, why not,” suggested Clare. “She needs one 


a hat and cloak,” answered grandma. 

“Will there be enough money?” asked Edith timidly. 

“I think so, if you are careful,” replied Mrs. Morrell. 

“Oh, won’t Marjorie be pleased!’’ exclaimed Clare. 

The time slipped away, and all were surprised when Mrs. 
Morrel said: 

“There’s the clock striking twelve! put away your work neatly 
and run home to your lunches. Remember, be here promptly at ten 
next Saturday, and bring me some more berries if you can find them, 
but stop picking in time to wash your hands before sewing.” 

“We've had a beautiful time, Mrs. Morrell,”’ said Bab as she 
tied on her sunbonnet. 

“Yes, lovely,”” exclaimed the others. 

“You work very nicely,” said Mrs. Morrell, encouragingly, 
have made a good beginning.” 

“Your grandmother is ever so nice,” said Bab as she and Betty 
parted at the gate. 

““Of course she is,”” answered Betty. 
“Prince thinks so too,” called back Bab, laughing. 
(To be continued.) 
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BOOSTER CLUB 


Royal, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Motto—Love never faileth. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 
Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Requirements for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary of 
the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
Reports—All reports must be in by the fifth of the month before the date 


of issue. 


and they every one seem to have some message of thanks- 
giving and praise. With such wonderful days as we are 
having here in the woods, I should think that everyone 
would be as happy as kings. Indeed it is glorious—the riot 
of colors, the rustling- leaves, the grey, gold and purple 
clouds, the sun shining brightly, but without the withering heat of 
summer. Out where the roar of the city cannot reach me, | love to 
sit on the gigantic rocks, to watch the squirrels frisk about getting their 
winter supply of nuts ready before the first snow will bury them. 
Many of the birds are preparing to go south for the winter, and birds 
from the north are coming to our trees to find their winter homes. All 
is activity, color and joyful preparation for the white blanket which 
will soon cover over the tired little plant children and close their eyes 
for a long winter sleep. While the white flakes pile higher and higher, 
the little flowers and grasses will be sleeping and dreaming in their 
safe little beds of the beauty which they will give to the world when 
the kiss of the southern sun bids them awake. 


Well, my dears, so much for the glory of autumn. As | said 
before, the Boosters are out in full force. Some few came so late 
that they will not appear in this issue, but we shall have them next 
month. You know, all reports and pictures should be here by the 
fifth of the month. Matter for the Christmas number must be here 
by November fifth. 

The Jolly Writes have made their report this month through 
Carrie Wilson. Right here let me say that Carrie is one of the livest 
Wisdoms that we have. © She has earned enough Booster pins to al- 


most cover her up. I wish that every Booster would be as faithful as 
Carrie. Here is her letter. - 
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HIS is the month of Thanksgiving. Many clubs are with us 
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Erina, Neb. 
Dearest Wees and Wisdoms—Don’t you think it is grand since the magazine 
is “‘Miss Wisdom,” instead of ““Wee Wisdom”? Now she entertains the Wees just 
as she always did, and she can entertain the youths and the grown-ups just the very 
best that is possible for her. I think that it is just lovely. Let me tell you something— 
whenever I get frightened, I say very firmly, “I am not afraid. God is protecting me 
from all harm.’’ When I say that, all fear leaves me, and I love that very thing that but 
a moment ago I was afraid of. I do not think that we should kill anything, for every 
living creature and thing is God’s. God made everything that lives, from the tender 
blade of grass which we use as a carpet on which to walk (and indeed it is a soft, beauti- 
ful carpet) to the greatest thing that lives, be it man or beast. If man destroys God’s 
other things, why should man not be destroyed by them? Did you ever read “The Song 
of a Sparrow’? It is a very beautiful poem, and lest you did not read it I will send it 
to you. 


THE SONG OF THE SPARROW 


I am only a little sparrow— If my meal is sometimes scanty, 
A bird of low degree; Close picking makes it sweet; 
My life is of little value, I have always enough to feed me, 
But the dear Lord cares for me. And “‘life is more than meat.” 
He gave me a coat of feathers— I know there are many sparrows; 
It is very plain I know, All over the world we are found; 
With never a speck of crimson, But our heavenly Father knoweth 
For it was not made for show. When one of us falls to the ground. 
But it keeps me warm in winter, Though small, we are not forgotten; 
And it shields me from the rain; Though weak, we are never afraid; 
Were it bordered with gold or purple, For we know that the dear Lord keepeth 
Perhaps it would make me vain. The life of the creatures he made. 
I have no barn or storehouse, I fly through the thickest forest, 
I neither sow nor reap: I light on many a spray; 
God gives me a sparrow’s portion, I have no chart or compass, 
But never a seed to keep. But I never lose my way. 


And I fold my wings at twilight, 
Wherever I happen to be; 

For the Father is always watching, 
And no harm shall come to me. 


Don’t you think that it is a very sweet poem? I do. If people would only 
trust in God that way, how lovely it’ would be. With bushels of love to all the Wees and 
Wisdoms, your loving friend. Carrie M. Wilson. 

P. S. lam “A Jolly Writer,” and have lots of fun writing to the other members. - 
I wrote to Goldie Holt at the old address, and received no letter from her. Ruth Frahm 


said she had not heard from her for a long time either. If she has moved I wish she would 
write to me. Lovingly—A Jolly Writer. 


The Good Deed Club has been doing some good deeds again. 
Let's hear what they have to say. 
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San Jose, Cal. 

Dear Boosters—The girls of the ““Good Deed Club” take turns in writing to 
Wispom. This is my turn. We had our last meeting today, and finished our baby out- 
fit and started the other. While we were making the other little clothes we held a thought 
of faith that they would go to some little child who needed them; we sent the little child 
a thought of love in the Silence, and sure enough we heard of one and sent the clothes. 
The mother wrote a little letter of thanks and asked us if we would like to name the 
baby. Next Sunday at Sunday School we are going to hand in slips of paper containing 
our favorite name and let her choose from them. _When we write again we will tell you 
which name she gave the baby. On August 8th we went on a picnic to a ranch owned 
by the father of one of the girls. ‘We went on the car till it stopped and then walked 
about a mile. When we got there we had a little Silence and then ate lunch. After 
lunch we gathered cat-tails. It was about five o'clock when we got home. We en- 
joyed it all very much. We are all pleased that the WISDOM is growing larger, and we 
are glad that the other proc Clubs are“getting along nicely, and send them all our love. 

Goop DEED Cus, Adalene Valin, Sec. 


Among the clubs this month is the Joy Club. The members 

have come far and are well behaved. Let us hear from them. 
Belgravia, Johannesburg, South Africa. 

Dear WispomM—We have already | 
started our club, and our first meeting was on Fri- | 
day, August 22d. There are nine of us to = - 
with, but we will soon get more members. | 
are going to meet on the third Friday of ve 

| 


month. On Friday, when we had our meeting, 
we talked over the aims of the club, and played 
games; then we had refreshments, and as it was 
time for some of the members to go, we all picked 
some violets. They all took away a bunch with 
them. We are very glad that Wee Wisdom is 
enlarged, and are anxiously awaiting the August 
number. I am trying to get new members to join 
and take Wispom. Does each club have its own colors, or are the colors the same for 
all clubs. Thanks so much for the Booster Pins; they are very pretty and helpful. The 
photo inclosed is one of the club, but all the members are not there; next month will try 
and get all taken. Sincerely, Joy CLus, Jrene Woodrow and Jessie Langely, Sec’s. 


Now isn’t that a good letter! The Joy Club has a nice looking 
bunch of members, don’t you think! Each club chooses it own name, 
but all use the colors red and yellow. 

Homer Schroeder is a good secretary for the Truth Seekers. 
He gets his report in every month. The Truth Seekers have been 
doing some joyful work. St. Me 


Dear Boosters—In our last report I forgot to mention what we think of “Miss 
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Wisdom.” We all think she is just grand, and one of the finest ladies in the world. Now, 
I am going to tell you of the good deed our club did. Miss Clara gave us each a pack- 
age which contained a penny doily, thread and a needle. She asked us each to stitch 
the doily given us and return it to her as soon as we finished it. Then she told us that she 
was going to make a quilt out of the doilies and give it to a dear lady who has been blessed 
with a little baby girl. We have all finished our doilies now, but the quilt is not yet 
finished, and so we will tell you all about the finishing of it in our next report. Miss Irene 
and Miss Clara also made a little white baby dress for the little baby, and are going to 
take it to the baby Sunday. It is a very beautiful white lacy dress and we are all sure that 
both baby and mother will be pleased with same. There is a little verse that goes like 
this, ““The joy of living is in the giving,” and it is surely true, for everyone was so glad to 
be giving something to the little baby. We have decided to wait with our pins until 
Christmas, and then everybody will be able to have a pin. We will send you a picture 
of our pins when we get them. Bless you one and all. 
THE TRUTH SEEKERS, Homer H. Schroeder, Sec. 


Big Sister Flora has written us from away off in Africa and 
tells us all about the birds which may be seen in that country. Here 


is her letter. Bloemhof, Transvaal, S. Africa. 
My Dear Wispom—Here in South Africa, after the rains have filled the 
pools, dams and rivers with lovely fresh water in the summer, they are crowded with 
beautiful water birds. Some are large, some small, and it is a gorgeous sight. Just shut 
your eyes and imagine bright yellow Mrs. Jack, flitting about 
among the green rushes, or floating in the middle of a clear 
pool of water, while scarlet, long-tailed Mr. Jack is close 
at hand, building a home for her. Standing quite still, near 
the edge of the water, is a tall crane dressed in soft peach-grey, 
watching for frogs which are his chief diet. (The poor little 
frogs are hiding from him in the grass and fushes.) He is a 
fine bird, ever so graceful, and can waltz beautifully. He has 
a brother bird all in white. He is a lovely flamingo like my 
sketch, his body all white, his beak and legs are yellow, while 
his wings are red and black. Do you know, large as he is, 
—§- —__ you see him at best advantage when flying. A\ll these feathered 
TRAWSTKEL-FLANINGO brothers and sisters are my friends, and if you'd like thém to 
write you, telling all about their lives and homes here in Africa, I am sure they will love to ~ 

do so, and I shall take pleasure in translating it into English for you. 

“Big Sister Flora.” 


Now comes a letter from a new Booster Club in Napa, Cal. 
Miss de Witt, with her usual energy, has organized the Booster Flower 
Club and will be glad to have any Wisdoms in Napa co-operate with 


her. . - Napa, Cal. 


Dear Royal—We have formed a Booster Club in Napa, named ‘‘Booster 
Flower Club.” The first meeting was held at my house today, from 10:30 to 11:45 a. m. 
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Discussion—flowers—game of flowers. The members names are given below. All 
were well pleased and desirous of meeting again next Saturday. Adeline said the meet- 
ing only seemed five minutes long, they had such a good time. Sincerely, 

_ BoosTER FLOWER Cius, Mary B. de Witt, Sec. 
Members of Booster Flower Club 


President, Mary Brewerton de Witt, 602 S. Franklin St., Secretary, Ralph 
Wilson, 716 Oak St., Helen Manasse, 618 S. Franklin St., Ruth Scully, Adeline Scully, 
624 S. Franklin St., Blanche Barker, 628 S.-Franklin St. 


The Jenkins boys send this picture of the three monkeys clear 
from England. This figure dates back nearly a thousand years before 
the birth of Christ. 


O’er the door of the sacred Temple 
They sit in their wisdom the three— 
The little deaf Monkey, 

The little dumb Monkey, 

The Monkey who will not see; 
With their eyes shut to evil, 

Ears that hear only the right, 

Lips that are dumb to scandal, 
They sit in their silent might. 
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The Unity Boosters are saving their pennies in their banks so 
that they will have some Christmas money to do good deeds with. 
Lucas has told all about it. Cle, 


Dear Wispom—It is time to send in our report for last month. We had a 
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large meeting last Sunday before Sunday School. We were all so glad-to see each other 
and talk of all the good deeds we had done, and about the letters from the other clubs. 
We are going to have a sure enough Booster party soon, and I write you all about it. 
We each received a Booster Bank to save pennies in for Christmas, so we can give 
WISDOM to some one else and make them glad and happy, and teach them to say, “I 
love everybody and everybody loves me.’” The banks are red and green and yellow. Red 
stands for life, and is the color of the blood which flows through every part of our bodies. 
Green stands for growth. The grass is green and covers all the black earth and makes 
it look pretty. Just think of all the growing things in the garden—they are.green. Then 
we have the yellow that is like the sunshine and is everywhere, making us so glad and 
happy. God's presence is like the sunshine, making us all full of life and love and health, 
and we can have it all by just knowing that in him we live and move and have our being, 
and claiming it all the time. We have a song we like to sing. The first verse is: 


God is Love; that Love surrounds me, 
In that Love I safely dwell, 

"Tis above, beneath, within me, 
Love is mine, and all is well. 


We send our love and blessing to all the Boosters, and want the clubs to write 
us a letter and we will answer it. We are all so glad we are Boosters. The name helps us 
so much in our work at school and among our playmates, and we are all anxious to boost 
every good along. Love and showers of blessings from the 

Unity Boosters, Lucas Tylekins, Sec. 

Katherine Cooley has written a nice letter and sent us a game 
which we can play on rainy days. 
Roselle, N. J. 

Dear WispoM—tThis is my little brother’s birthday. He is two years old 
today. He had a little party, so I thought maybe you would like to know about it. The 
children came at four. He had seven of the little children he knows. They played until 
a quarter of five, then they went into the dining-room and had refreshments. Mother held 
Richard’s hand and he cut the first piece of his birthday cake. They had pink snappers 
in which were caps and some little toys. In Richard’s was a little game I thought would 
be nice for a rainy day, so I am sending it. 

Rainy Day Game 

The players stand or sit round a large table, placing their hands on its edge; 
the leader of the game then calls out, “Simon says thumbs up!” at the same time hold- 
ing up his thumbs, the players immediately following his example; ‘Simon says thumbs 
down;”’ down go the thumbs by all the players; ““Thumbs up’—up they come again, 
except Simon’s who had only ordered ‘““Thumbs up,” not “Simon says thumbs up.” All 
who have thus erred must pay a forfeit, the rule being that unless Simon says whether it is 
“thumbs up,” “thumbs down,” or “‘widdle waddle,”” which is moving the thumbs rapidly 
from side to side, no alteration must be made. 

This morning I was wheeling brother to sleep in his carriage. I wheeled him 
for half an hour and he wasn’t asleep, so I held a thought over him for a few minutes and 
he was asleep before I knew it. I will be twelve years old the 8th of November. I am 
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in the sixth grade and get pretty high marks in everything but writing. I only received 80 
in that. Mother's birthday comes in November, too. I am going to give her Weeky Unity 
fora present. She takes monthly Unity already. The “Story of Lovie” is very nice, 
and I think that ““The Vineyard” is going to be lovely. Yours in Red and Yellow (Life 
and Wisdom), Katherine Cooley. 
P. S. Please send me a Booster Bank. 


Now what do you think? We have a new Booster! Sir Tam- 
mie of Orange will tell you all about him. I wish that | could see him, 
but we have his picture so that will have to do. Napa, Cal 


My dear Wisdoms—Everyone has admired the Booster pin Royal sent to me. 
Aunt Mary won’t let me wear it. She says it will fall out of my fur, so she wears it 
instead. She did not let me play with it either. You know the pin— it has monkeys on it— 
not cats! We can cover our faces with our little paws too, but we see and hear so 
many good things that we don’t have to cover up. 

I did some boosting. A lady read my letter in July Wee Wisdom to a little 
girl, and then she subscribed right away for WISDOM. 

I am Papa Tammie now. I have a beautiful little boy-kitten named “General 
Jean of Orange.”” His mamma is ‘Lady Topaz.” Jean is the sweetest kitten that ever 
grew, and the most beautiful and loving. 
He looks just like me, carries his tail and 
moves his paws the way I do mine. Jean 
is fat and healthy and full of fun. He 
was born July first, and could walk all 
around at two and a half weeks of age. 
He is solid orange in color. Aunt Mary 
has taught him to kiss and lay his little 
paws on both her cheeks, and to jump 
and shake hands, and Jean plays ball all 
over the room. 

All of our cats love Jean. He has 
never cried for anything, not even his 
food. He just laughs all the time. They 
all say so. 

Rosemary at first did not care much 
about Jean, he being the first grand-child. 

~ She started spitting at him, which was 
very rude, I must say; but Jean made a flying jump, hugged Rosemary about the neck, 
and dug his hind paws into her ribs; so Grandma Rosemary had to laugh too, and now 
she plays with him if she thinks we are not looking. 
One Sunday ‘the family went down stairs early. There in a barrel which is all 
lined with cloth, lay Rosemary with three tiny kittens, a cream, a brown tabby and a blue, 
and such cry-babies, but not my kittens! Oh, no! 


They named the cream, “Opal Millionaire Baby,” and brown tabby is “‘Little 
Miss Tookey,” and blue is just “Baby Blue.” 
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They sometimes call Jean such names as ““Punkey Pie,” ““The Whole Show,” 
**Jumbo,” ““Teddy Bear,”’ “Kee Kee,” “‘Punch and Judy,” and I don’t know what all. 
I am sending a picture of Jean taken at just eight weeks. You see how big he is. Jean 
understands human language perfectly. He knows “eat” and “meat” and “‘cat;” also 
“‘beddie” and “keep still.”” He sleeps in a little pink cushioned and canopied basket on 
the foot of Aunt Mary’s bed. He often holds her finger with his little paw at night, 
then goes to sleep singing, ‘‘purr, purr.” 

We live in a big house and play on our upstairs balcony. I have a room of my 
own. My friend, Orange Betty, shares it with me. 

Hurrah for the new Wispom. Thanks for the pin. I'll continue to boost. 
Yours faithfully, Sir TAMMIE OF ORANGE, per Mary Brewerton de Witt, Sec. 


We received a letter from All Souls Sunshine Club of Detroit, 
- but it was written so poorly that we 
could not read it. Reports should be 
written plainly and on one side of the 
paper only. 

is is a picture of the Parker 
children. Aren't they a nice, clean 
looking bunch of Wisdoms. They 
ought to do lots of good things. 

Anjel Cissna sent an interest- 
ing letter telling how she loves Wis- 
dom. | wish that we had room for it. 

Mary Kathleen Hackworth, 
132 N. Vendome St., Los Angeles, 
Cal., would like to get in touch with 
any Wisdoms there. She wants to get - 
in a Booster Club. 

Bernice Beck, 317 16th St., Helena, Mont., would like to have 
any of the Wisdoms write her. She is in the sixth B. grade. 

‘“The Sunshine Bulletin’ said some nice things about the 
Booster Club in its last issue. We shall try to help this good organiza- 
tion all we can. 

Lots and lots of Wisdoms are asking for Booster Banks to save 
their pennies in for Christmas. All you have to do is to ask for it. 
It will be sent you free. The only thing required is that you will do 
good with the pennies saved in it. 


a 


Twenty-two 


on 


THE VINEYARD 


ELIZABETH E. PETTINGER 
Chapter I] 


O Mrs. Cline could not go as 
chaperon! Louise hung up 
the receiver slowly and as 
slowly returned to her seat on 
the front step where she 
leaned against the pillar with 
the most dejected air of dis- 

appointment. For a moment a hard, re- 

proachful feeling against her parents surged 
into her heart. What right had they to 
keep her home when all the others were 
going—all except Mildred Galor, and 
everybody knew her parents were cruel and 
unjust! It was all very well to talk about 
propriety and chaperons and watching out 
for young people, but how in the world 
were young people ever to have a good 
time if their parents kept them shut up like 
wax dolls! She was sixteen and in her 
“third year High,” and yet she had to stay 
home because little Mrs. Cline, who could 
be blown away with a good sized puff of 
wind, couldn't go for protection! Leola 
had suggested going without her mother’s 
consent—why not? Mildred Galor was 
going to slip off early, before her father was 
up, and by the time he discovered she had 
gone she would be five miles down the river, 
having a good time. Mildred wasn’t really 

a bad girl and was always trying to do 

right if her father would only give her a 

chance; but if she didn’t steal her fun she’d 

never have any! Louise could do the same 
as Mildred—why not? Her parents were 


equally cruel and cared very little for her 
pleasure. And then, how the other boys 
and girls would talk about it and pity her, 
and how many things they’d say about her 
parents! 

That last thought made Louise bridle 
and the color flamed into her cheeks. 
““How dare they pity me!”’ she exclaimed 
to herself, ‘and if they say one word 
against my father and mother I’l]—I'll 
never speak to them again! My parents 


_ are the very best and dearest and kindest—” 


she buried her head in her arms and burst 
into sobs. It was quite dark now and no 
one could see, so she gave way to her dis- 
appointment in a very “‘little girl’’ manner. 
When the storm had subsided she dried her 
eyes and began thinking over the matter 
more quietly. ‘‘I want to do the right 
thing, no matter what else I may happen to 
want,” she decided, and no sooner had the 
thought sprung from her mind than the 
words of her Truth statement for the month 
appeared as if written in gold, ““The over- 
coming power of the Living Christ in me 
makes all things possible.” 

She was surprised at the revelation. She 
had found her statements of great help upon 
numerous occasions, so many times that she 
had ceased to wonder at their power, but 
this was the first time she had received a 
revelation in so direct and clear a way. 
She felt that the letters of the text were 
actually burning in gold before her eyes, 
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and over and over she read them, ““The 
overcoming power of the Living Christ in 
me makes all things possible.” 

Did that mean that she could go? That 
if she fastened her thoughts upon the idea 
of going, that something would make it 
possible and all things would come out 
right? This “‘overcoming power” was to 
make it “‘possible’—-was that what it 
meant? How clear her mind was, how 
plain the message which answered her ques- 
tions! No, there were higher things than 
going to picnics, and these “higher things” 
were what would be made possible. The 
desire to go to the picnic had given way 
before something of greater importance, al- 
though her mind could not grasp at that 


moment, clear as it seemed, just what the 


more important things were. Once more 
she read the golden words still standing be- 
fore her mental vision, ““The overcoming 
—.” Ah, now she knew the meaning of the 
words she had been repeating, parrot-like, 
for the last month, and she felt a sudden 
happiness, a glow of strength and power 
she had never experienced in so marked a 
way. The “overcoming” was the word 
which brought the strength, not the “‘things 
possible ;’’ and she had overcome her desire 
for the things that her mother had disap- 
proved of, even if a chaperon had been 
found. Her mother had said she did not 
approve of young girls and boys going away 
from home for an entire day and far into 
the night, even with a chaperon, and with- 
out one the thing was not to be thought of. 
Up to this time Louise had not deemed it 
possible that she could willingly give up the 
treat which had been planned so long ahead, 
and now with her desire to “do the right 
thing, no matter what other things she 
might happen to want,”” had come the rev- 
elation of the Truth statement—the over- 
coming part. The power which came to 
her in that moment took away all bitterness, 
all feeling of self-pity, all resentment to- 
ward her parents and left her with a happy 
heart, a strong, confident feeling in herself, 
a proud consciousness of her own victory. 
She stood up and stretched out her arms 
with a laugh—‘‘I feel as if I'd had my first 
dip in the ocean; I feel as if I could run a 
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race. Isn’t it funny! Why, horses couldn’t 
drag me to the picnic tomorrow!” 

When the light faded from the garden 
paths, Mr. and Mrs. Elvard had walked 
to the house and were seated in the arbor 
beneath the dining-room window, discussing 
the problems of raising a daughter in a 
small town, giving her every possible pleas- 
ure and at the same time protecting and 
shielding her from the dangers which be- 
set her on every hand. 

Mrs. Elvard was saying, “‘It isn’t so 
much the big things in life that count, but 
the little ones, like this present disappoint- 
ment. To deprive Louise of the pleasure 
of this picnic tomorrow might mean more to 
us and to her than we realize at the moment. 
She is at that age when her wishes must be 
considered and her opinion taken into con- 
sideration, and if we try to force her we'll 
turn her against instead of for us. I re- 
member a sermon I heard one time, years 
ago. It -was about the little foxes that 
destroy the young vines. The minister drew 
such a beautiful picture of the vineyard with 
the old and young vines, the fruit and the 
blossoms: he spoke of the soil and the culti- 
vation and the fertilization, and after that 
told of the little foxes playing in and out 
among the vines, tearing the tender leaves 
and frail branches and mischievously dig- 
ging holes at the roots and killing the life of 
the plant—and all done in fun, in having 
a frolic, in venting their youthful spirits of 
gayety in destruction. These apparently 
harmless pleasures of young people are like 
the little foxes which. destroy the young 
vines. The care and cultivation of the soil 
only helps in a small way to outgrow the 
mischief of the little things that tear and 
pull and uproot the principles of training.” 

“‘Why don’t you just shut out the ‘little 
foxes’ then?’’ asked her husband. “‘Don’t 
let them come into the vineyard in the first 
place and then they can do no harm.” 

“It would be like inclosing a grape-vine 
in an air-tight case which excluded rain 
and sunshine! The ‘little foxes’ are a part 
of life and must be endured and controlled. 
As Mrs. Cline can’t go tomorrow, I’m 
going to offer my services. I wanted to do 
up those grapes tomorrow, but Louise is 
more important than fruit, and—TI suppose 


Leola Miller will not want me, but it’s quite 
as much Louise’s party as la’s, and 
rather than deprive the child of this pleasure 
I'll give up the fruit and go where I know 
I’m not welcome.” 

“I’m going over on the South Fork to- 
morrow to look at that timber and I wanted 
you to go with me if you could. I thought 
you'd know better than I where the log- 
house could be built for the wood choppers. 
I could put it off till another day, but to- 
morrow’s going to be clear, and no telling 
when the rain will begin. It’s ten miles 
over there and you'd like the drive.” 

Louise leaned out of the window just in 
time to catch the last of her father’s re- 
mark and instantly she exclaimed, “Oh, 
mother dear, do go, and take me. I’m 
dying to do something nice to make up to 
myself for the picnic. And the lunch is 
already! Let's go with daddy and have a 
picnic to ourselves—it would be just too 
glorious!” 


““Well, you won’t have to do without _ 


your excursion, dear, for I’ve made up my 
mind I'd make about as good a chaperon as 
Mrs. Cline. So if you'll take me along 
you can go ahead and finish packing your 
basket. You'd better call up Leola and 
tell her I’m going, so if she makes a fuss 
and doesn’t want me, you can tell her I’m 
going anyway.” 

“Oh, you blessed mumsie! Half an 
hour ago I’d have danced with joy over 
such a proposition, but something’s changed 
inside of me and I'd ten times rather go 
with daddy tomorrow if you'll come, too. 
We'll have a picnic out there by Cedar 
Springs and— in fact I don’t want to go to 
the school picnic at all. Some of the boys 
are so silly and the girls are sillier! And 
if you don’t act silly yourself everybody 
thinks you’re a prude. Let’s go with fa- 
ther, it’s lots more fun.” 

Early the next morning Louise flew 
around as if her feet were winged. The 
house was spick and span and everything 
ready for their departure. A big basket 
loaded with goodies as well as substantials 
was lifted into the surrey. May-Julian, 
the tiny crippled girl who lived opposite, 
was gently carried across and tucked into 
the back seat next to Louise, and with a 


chirp to the horses they were off down the 
street just as the golden streaks of morning 
were painting the eastern sky with colors 
bright as the faces of the four picnickers. 

It was still early when they reached 
Cedar Springs and the bird voices were in 
full chorus. ‘They had stopped at several 
places and gathered fruit from the heavy 
drooping boughs and flowers from the 
hedges and fence corners, and every bush 
and tree seemed to bid them welcome. 


. Quilts and pillows were unloaded and May- 


Julian made comfortable within a sheltered 
nook where she could watch the rest of the 
party make preparations for a long day of 
“camping.” 

Great swinging strokes of the ax split 
open a log and soon a blazing fire took 
away the chill and dampness of the wander- 
ing breeze and touches of early frost. Mrs. 
Elvard sat down beside May-Julian, and as 
Louise brought them gayly-colored leaves, 
the older woman told them stories of the 
fairy artists who worked from season to 
season making all things beautiful in Na- 
ture. The polished stones of the brooklet 
opened up the wonders of the ages, and 
Louise sat quite as spellbound as the little 
girl, listening to their history, how they were 
made, how shaped, where they received 
their glossy polish and how they came to be 
within the bubbling spring at the foot of 
the big cedar. A bit of flint shaped like- 
an arrow-head set them all to wondering if, 
after all, it was not an arrow, shot by some 
long forgotten Indian in the early days be- 
fore the pioneers came to take possession of 
the land. Mr. Elvard forgot that he was 
measuring land and sat down while he told 
them of the days when his father first came 
across the plains, many years ago, driving 
an ox-cart, looking for a home in this new 
country. 

“T wish I were a pioneer and could drive 
an ox-cart,” remarked little May-Julian, 
plaintively, when a lull in the conversation 
gave her a chance to speak. “I wish I 
were anything but what I am.” 

Louise looked at the tiny child and 
wondered to herself whether it would be 
possible to overcome the longing for health 
and strength. Suppose she herself were 
unable to walk or run or know the normal, 
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natural pleasures of childhood, would the 
strength of overcoming still be hers? She 
had overcome the longing for the picnic the 
night before, and the glow of power was 
still tingling within her being, but suppose 
it were a harder, more difficult test? 
Again she looked at the child. What had 
been given to her in revelation should she 
not pass on? What help could she give 
in her new-found strength? She had re- 
ceived sq much, now what could she give? 


May-Julian repeated, “I wish I were 


anything but what I am—I’m so tired of 
watching other people do the things I want 
to do.” 

““That’s just the way I felt last night 
May-Julian, when I couldn’t go on the boat 
excursion with the rest of the crowd, but 
now it’s different. I’m so glad there are 
other things to do instead of tagging along 
just like everybody else. Do you remember 
what our Truth statement is this month?” 

““Yes,”’ answered: the little girl with a 
sigh, “I say it over every morning, but it 
don’t seem to mean much. It makes me feel 
better while I’m saying it, but when"I forget 
and am cross and everything goes wrong I 


think, what’s the use? If my leg was only 
sick I might make it well, but when the train 
takes your leg off you can’t make it grow 
on again. I get awful discouraged!’’ She 
spoke as one who had lived many years and 
was weary of it all. 


eee 


The overcoming power of the Living 
Christ makes all things possible’, and that 
word ‘overcoming’ means more than you 
think at first,” answered Louise. “‘I over- 
came the desire to go to the school picnic, 
and of course while your trouble is so much 
greater than anything like that, yet don’t 
you believe you could overcome your loss 
by putting all your thoughts on getting well 
and strong without the leg? It isn’t the 
leg that’s gone that makes you so miserable, 
it’s the little body that’s left that is causing 
so many sighs. Let’s you and me start to 
overcome things? What do you say? 
Let’s have a little society all to ourselves to 
overcome, and you can be president and 
— secretary, and we'll both be members 
and— 


be a member, too,” interrupted 
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her father, while her mother added, “And 
so will 

It all ended in a laugh and presently it 
was time to unpack that wonderful basket. 
Newspapers were spread on the ground, a 
linen cloth next and then the good things 
in abundance. Just as they were about. to 
begin the banquet, a shout was heard 
through the woods and presently a party of 
three surveyors came out of the timber. 
‘They stopped at sight of the picnickers, then 
recognition followed; Mr. Elvard went 
forward with out-stretched hand and the 
older of the three men shook it as if he 
would never let go. They were old college 
chums and had not met in years. 

‘And this is my son Robert, going to 
the same school we went to—he just started 
in this year. And let me introduce Ben 
Teal, a school chum of Robert’s. Both 
boys are having a little practical experience 
in handling the tape.” 

Introductions followed and soon the 
whole party were eating sandwiches and 
laughing and telling stories in. the most de- 
lightful of informal ways. The young 
people were not in the least self conscious 
and conversed like happy children off for 
a day’s fun, not as young men and women 
who were trying to make an impression. 
Ben Teal devoted himself to little May- 
Julian, carving for her the funniest faces on 
a piece of wood with his big, sharp knife, 
while Robert Flemming helped Louise gath- 
er up the remains of the luncheon and pack it 
away in the basket, and the older people 
talked together of the long ago when they 
were young. 

The sun was still high in the heavens 
when the visitors left and the four occupants 
of the surrey turned their faces toward 
home, faces as bright and glowing as the 
first rays of brilliant fire which colored the 
evening sky as the little village came in sight. 

It was about three in the morning when 
Louise was awakened by the ringing, ring- 
ing of the telephone. At first she thought 
she was dreaming, but no, there it was 
again! She crept out of bed and went to 
the head of the stairs, but her father had 
also heard and was already answering the 
summons. “Yes, I'll be there in fifteen 
minutes. Yes, you can counton me. Yes, 


I'll bring both horses and will stop and get 
another at Frank’s. All right. “By.” 

As Mr. Elvard came up the stairs with 
a bound he answered her question, ““Those 
high school youngsters just got in from their 
excursion; had some mishap down the river 
and delayed them, and three of them are 
mising. 
they got on the boat at the landing or 
whether they got off at the wrong place or 
what’s become of them. They’re getting 
out a search party and want me.” 

*‘Who were the three; who's missing?” 
asked Louise with a choked voice, as her 
father rushed in the room and began dress- 
ing. 
““Why, that girl of Galor’s ran away 
from home it seems, and they think she was 
afraid of her father, so strayed off with 
somebody else, and the other two are Leola 


Nobody seems to know whether - 


Miller and that Myers boy. They may 
be together and they may not—nobody 
seems to know anything about them. Galor 
telephoned me and he’s about crazy. Now 
I'm ready. I'll call you up as soon as I 
know anything about it. . It may take us all 
day to find them.” 

He was gone and Louise got back into 
bed saying, “I know how it happened— 
Leola and Fred went off by themselves like 
they did before, and missed the boat, and 
maybe Mildred went to find them and 
missed it too, or maybe she was afraid to 
go home and went with Clara Mills for the 
night. Oh, dear, I hope nothing has 
happened!” 

Mrs. Elvard could not sleep again. 


-“*The little foxes that destroy the young 


vines!”” she repeated over and over. 


(To be continued.) 


THE SECRET ROOM 


ELIZABETH COMSTOCK 


NCE upon a time there lived 
a man, and he was a hard, 
cold man of the world—a 
business man whose only 
thought was of gain and 
whose god was the god of 
Mammon. He lived a soli- 

tary, selfish life, and as he grew older his 

heart closed to all human sympathy and his 
bitterness towards humanity increased with 
his desire for gold. 

So his life went on until in the midst of 
his greed for gain a burning fever seized 
him, and terror stricken and helpless he 
cried out, “Help me or I die.”’ His serv- 
ants took him where best medical aid and 
nursing and all that wealth could buy were 
done for him. But his god of money had 
no power to bring him help. Worse and 
worse he grew, tossed by delirium and 
burned by fever until everything in the outer 
was consumed, and he could see deep 
down into the heart of mankind where dwelt 
the secrets of the soul. Within this silent 
chamber were two caskets, one of gold 
and the other of silver. They were beauti- 


fully wrought and very fair to gaze upon. 


Within the silver casket were many pre- 
cious stones. There was the royal blue sap- 
phire of Truth, the deep green emerald of 
Peace and Harmony, the white pearl of 
Purity, and glistening beside these lay the 
blood red ruby of self love and vanity. 
And also in the casket, faintly seen and oft- 
times hidden, was the soft purple amethyst of 
Spiritual Understanding and the true blue 
turquoise of Faith. Beside them glittered 
the hard cold diamond of wealth. In the 
midst of all, shining ever undimmed, was 
the many-hued opal, combining the colors 
and virtues of all the rest and symbolizing 
Divine Wisdom. 

The golden chest was revealed to him as 
representing Divine Love, which few had 
ever looked into because it was locked and 
covered with dust, and often pushed aside 
so that few took the trouble to look for the 
key. 

The silver casket is always open, for 
every soul on earth is dominated by some of 
its stones, and as you looked into it you 
could see the ruling aim of your life reflected 
in some one of these gems. 

As he searched into the depths of his own 
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heart, this fever-tossed man shuddered, for 
the diamond of wealth and the ruby of self- 
ishness seemed to have overshadowed all 
the rest. The golden chest had been 
pushed aside and hidden from sight. Dust 
and disorder prevailed everywhere. Noth- 
ing was visible save the glitter of the two 
stones. 


As he gazed, the fruitlessness of his life 


became apparent to him and his soul cried 
out in anguish, ““Oh, God, forgive me for 
my selfishness and greed. -Could I but live 
my life over I would choose Love and 
Purity and Truth to rule it.” 

No sooner had his soul thus surrendered 
itself than the fever abated and a great 
peace came over the man. He beheld again 
the secret chamber of his heart. The silver 
chest was open and all its lovely gems ex- 
posed. The golden chest came into sight 
bright and shining. The dust had vanished. 
The key was in its lock. He turned it. 
It opened and from it came a stream of 
golden light which radiated from his heart 


and soul to every part of his body until his 
whole being was alight and aglow with 
Divine Love. And the man who had 
called out to God in his agony was a new 
creature. From the deep gratitude of his 
transformed heart he gave thanks for the 
miracle performed. Tho doctor and at- 
tendants were amazed and silent as he 
raised his hand and spoke. , 

“T have been selfish and hard and inhu- 
man and not until death stared me in the 
face was I given to see the enormity of 
my sin. When my heart was revealed to 
me I cried aloud unto the Lord, who sees 
and knows the purposes of man, and he 
heard and healed me. Bear me witness 
trom this time forth my life is given in serv- 
ice of God and my fellow-man. I now 
realize that life’s greatest joy is loving 
service.” 

So the man went forth and fulfilled his 


promise, and into the hearts of all who 


-knew him_he shed the priceless glory of 


the golden casket. 


IF 1 KNEW 


If | knew the box where the smiles were kept, 
No matter how large the key 

Or strong the bolt, I would try so hard, 
*Twould open, | know, for me; 

Then over the land and the sea broadcast 
I'd scatter the smiles to play, 

That the children’s faces might hold them fast 
For many and many a day. 


If 1 knew a box that was large enough 
To hold all the frowns | meet, 

I would like to gather them, every one, 
From nursery, school and street; 

Then, folding and holding, I’d pack them in, 
And turning the monster key, 

I'd hire a giant to drop the box 

. To the depths of the deepest sea. 
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—Choice Bits. 


HOME DEPA RTME 


If you would have a talisman against inharmony in your home, copy these state- 
ments of Fannie Harley's and place them on your walls where they can be seen by every 
member of your household. Sooner or later their silent appeal will accomplish that where- 
unto it was sent, and kindly thoughtfulness and unity of purpose will prevail. 

Every one in this house wants to do what is right. 

We are all peaceful, calm and harmonious. 


@We love one another. 


We feel kindly toward one another. 
We have charity each for the other. 


We do not notice nor condemn each other's faults. 
We are all children of God on our upward way, and by our every thoughi and 
every act we each one are trying to help the other members of the family. 


THANKSGIVING AT 
AW sakes alive, Mis’ Hart, 


how do you manage to take 
Thanksgivin’ so easy? 
just druv us all to death for a 

hull week, gettin’ the house 

ready and the cookin’ done, 

and we're all tired out. We 
"spect Hu + and her family home tonight, 
and ma’s that narvous about havin’ the 
children around, that we're ‘fraid she’ll 
give clean out.” 

Grandma Hart looked up at her per- 
turbed caller with a smile, and set a wicker 
chair for her comfort in a cozy corner of 
the big kitchen. 

“IT reckon, Matilda, your ma_hasn’t 
learned how to take things by the smooth 
handle yet. Sit right down, child, and let 
yourself have a minute’s rest—rest don’t 
cost nothin’, and you're puttin’ your time out 
at good interest when you learn to take it 
the right way.” 

Matilda’s brown eyes lost something of 
their strain under Grandma’ Hart’s peaceful 
gaze, as she took the chair offered and ac- 
tually forgot for a moment her mother’s 
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We are trying to do the will, and thus prove our doctrine that God is Love. 


GRANDMA HART’S 


urgent command to “hurry right straight 
back.”’- But it was so restful here, and all 
the hurry and bustle and confusion of her 
mother’s Thanksgiving preparations were 
lost sight of in the peaceful atmosphere of 
Grandma Hart’s orderly kitchen. 

**Ain’t you goin’ to have Amy and the 
children here tomorrow?” asked the girl, as 
she looked around and saw none of the 
usual signs of anticipated guests. Again 
Grandma Hart smiled, as she answered: 

“Oh, yes, Matilda; daddy’s gone to the 
train now with the carryall. You see, we've 
taken our time getting ready for “em, so’s 
to have nothin’ in the way of our visitin’ 
while they’re here. We ‘low there’s more 
real comfort and cause for thanksgiving in 
just bein’ together than in the feastin’, 
though that has its right place. Minnie 
Blake’s been helpin’ us; she and Hiram’s 
goin’ to “tend to the dishes and chores. 
Dad and I are goin’ to be children with the 
rest. We're learin’ to get the best out of 


life while it’s goin’; the only chance folks 
get for happiness is just helpin’ themselves 
to it now.” 


Twenty-nine 


\\ 

| I 


Matilda’s brown eyes opened wide; 
they seemed to catch a glimpse of a near-by 
heaven, in which Grandma Hart and her 
philosophy figured in place of harps and 
wings. There came to the girl a dim un- 
derstanding of what this would mean in her 
own home, and as she arose to go she said: 
“I wish ma could hear you talk.” 
Grandma Hart had a habit of carrying 


-on conversations with herself; as the door 


closed on Matilda, she began: 

“Dear child! You and all the world 
have a right to know that it’s all in the way 
of gettin’ at things. God never meant to 
have so much good lyin’ around unused, 
and everybody wantin’ it and needin’ it so 
much. It’s just as John and I were talkin’ 
this morning—God’s done his part, and it’s 
up to us to do ours. There’s nothin’ helps 
us along so well as willin’ness and thankful- 
ness. The old prophet said, ‘A man’s word 
is his only burden,’ and we believe it. We 
believe, too, that ‘the life is more than meat 
and the body more than raiment,’ and there’s 
more in what you think and do than in what 
you wear and eat. This is the Thanksgiv- 
ing that the Harts are celebrating this year. 
Amy and the children shall know that the 
joy of havin’ ’em here is not spoiled by the 
strain and fuss of gettin’ ready for ‘em. 
We'll have a fresh, happy welcome waitin’ 
"em, and they will like it better than findin’ 
us all tired out with fixin’ things.” 

Then sitting a few minutes with folded 
hands and closed eyes, Grandma Hart’s 
gratitude found utterance in this prayer: 

“We thank thee, O bountiful Giver of 
Good, for this silent evidence of thy willing- 
ness to bless and serve us at all times. We 
praise thee for the joy and harmony and 
peace that are ours through the knowledge 
of thy unfailing companionship.” 

With face radiant from this inner baptism 
she arose and went to a chest of drawers 
in the hallway. Selecting a big, snowy 
apron she enveloped herself in it, and set 
about preparations for the luncheon to be 
served upon the arrival of her daughter and 
family. Snatches of song, like little singing 
birds, flew from pantry to cellar, from stove 
to table, as Grandma Hart's lithe form 
moved about in its service of love. 

***Count your blessings’, sang grand- 


Thirty 


— 


ma. “And how they multiply as you count 
them,’ commented grandma. “ ‘Count your 
blessings; see what God has done.” Yes, 
it is wonderful, when you begin to count 
“em up, how they grow upon you till you 
can’t keep even with ‘em. Now there’s 
dad’s rheumatiz—all gone since Christmas. 
And me? Well, I’ve thrown off years and 
years, and here I am, mother and grand- 
mother, healthier and happier than I ever 
was before in all my life. ‘Old age’ or 
‘rainy days’ are things of the past, and can’t 
hinder me from pickin’ the blessin’s God 
ripens for me every day. 

“Come in, Minnie,” Grandma Hart 
called out to the girl who had just stuck her 
head in at the door. “Bless your dear 
heart! you made a quick trip of your errand. 
John and I were sayin’ just this mornin’ 
that you've got the right kind of stuff in you 
for the makin’ of a mighty fine woman.” 

“It’s awful nice of you, Mis’ Hart, to 
say such good things "bout me, ‘cause you 
know that I’ve never had half a chance of 
my life—father drinkin’ and all. Some 
folks don’t make things any too easy for 
me on that account. It’s mighty hard for 
me sometimes.” 

“Well, well, dear, it isn’t that you 
haven’t chances enough,” said Grandma 
Hart, as she patted her lovingly on the 
shoulder. “‘All you've got to do is to use 
your chances. Why, there aren’t any better 
folks in this whole country than your 
mother’s family. Your father was all right 
too, until that spell o’ sickness, when Dr. 
Blank gave him liquor, and so got him into 
the habit of takin’ it. ”*Tisn’t all his fault, 
and he’ll quit just as soon as he gets to be 
his real self again. John and I don’t blame 
him altogether, for you see drink makes 


folks so ashamed of themselves, that many 


a man’s gone clean down when a little word 
of encouragement and kindness from the 
folks about him would have helped him up. 
So you see, my child, you can help your 
father by standin’ by him and lettin’ him 
know that you believe there’s lots of good 
in him.” 

“Oh, Mis’ Hart,”’ said the girl, wiping 
her eyes, “you make it so easy to be good.” 

The sound of wheels and shouts of merry 
laughter announced the arrival of the carry- 


il 


all with its happy load. Grandma Hart 
was not slow to reach the jolly youngsters 
that came tumbling out into her arms. 

The tumult of the greeting over, Grand- 
pa Hart gave the lines to Hiram, and pick- 
ing up three-year-old Benny, ran into the 
house. Grandma Hart, one arm about her 
daughter, and leading small Mary, her 
namesake, followed them. Minnie and 
twelve-year-old Dora were taking care of 
the parcels, while Master John busied him- 
self with looking after Hiram and the team. 

Such a delicious lunch as Grandma Hart 
served them a little later! Never in all 
their small lives had these youngsters ever 
gotten such satisfaction out of eating. Not 
that there was such a variety; but it seemed, 
as John expressed it, “Everything went 
right to the spot.” 

That evening there were games, corn 
popping, and chestnut roasting by the open 
fire, in which all took part. 

The happy evening over, grandpa had 
the children: join him in this little prayer: 

““Dear Lord, for all the joy and health 
and blessings that have come into our lives 
this day, we thank thee. Amen.” 

Even little Benny, who had stayed awake 
long beyond his usual hour, joined by say- 


ing: 

t’ank 00, Lord, too.” 

Then the good-night kiss was passed 
around and soon the little folks were sleep- 
ing soundly in grandma’s downy beds. 

Grandpa and Grandma Hart and mother 
Amy lingered before the waning fire for an 
undisturbed talk. It was then that the 
daughter expressed her delight and surprise 
at finding her parents so physically well and 
strong and so unaccountably happy. This 
called for an explanation, and Grandma 
Hart said: 

“We've studied our Bible with veiled 
eyes for years; but I took my veil off when 
I read in a little book that fell into my 
hands, that— 

“* “Whenever our souls begin to yearn for 
the Infinite, the divinity within us wakes up 
and we are ready for greater things. We 
are ready for a better world,-and it is our 
privilege to enter that better world, even 
now, while still in the body. The joys of 


heaven are for the present—the endless 


The soul that knows the Truth 
may inherit all joys.’ 

“This set your dad and me to thinking, 
and the more we thought, the more we un- 
-derstood that Jesus Christ meant for us to 


present. 


prove this very thing in our lives. It is 
makin’ the Scriptures so clear to us, and we 


_are findin’ that there isn’t a promise but 


what will prove. I tell you what, honey, 
it’s a wonderful thing to live when you 
know how. We'll let you take home some 
of these little books that have helped open 
our eyes; they'll do you and Harry a world 
of good.” 

Then the conversation turned to the ab- 
sent husband, who was to arrive on the 
morning train. 

Twelve clear strokes from the tall, clock 
in the hall apprised them of the lateness of 
the hour and set them thinking about bed. 
At the daughter’s request they repeated the 
little prayer that the children had used, then 
separated for the remainder of the night. 

Thanksgiving morning dawned bright and 
crispy. Almost before Hiram had the big 
blaze well going in the family sitting room 
the children were shouting their ‘Good 
morning!” to the awakening household, and 
were scampering from room to room in the 
joy of finding themselves at Grandma 
Hart’s. Little Benny had clambered into 
bed with his grandpa and grandma, and 
was chattering away about the “‘chickadee- 
dees and live fings in the barn.”” After 
being promised an early visit to them, he 
was persuaded to run back to his mother 
and be dressed. 

After breakfast, grandpa, with the three 
older children, drove to town to bring papa 
Harry from the station. 

True to her promise, Grandma Hart 
took baby Benny out to make the acquaint- 
ance of the “‘chickadee-dees.”” His de- 
light knew no bounds when grandma let him 
put his chubby little hand into the grain and 
scatter it among the eager fowls. One 
friendly biddy elicited his ‘special interest 
when she let him pat her shiny feathers and 
call her “‘pitty chickadee.” 

“Does Benny love the chickens?” asked 
Grandma Hart, as she saw his unwillingness 
to leave them. 


luf chickadee-dees,”’ said Benny, 
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as grandma took him by the hand to lead 
him about the barnyard. His little heart 
went out to all the creatures there and ex- 
pressed itself in the one phrase: ‘“‘Me luf 
you; me luf you.” 

Mother Amy came to join them. 

“Such a dear, lovin’ soul as this baby 
has,”” said Grandma Hart to the mother. 
“*His innocent love for these creatures puts 
to shame the destructive thought that calls 
for a sacrifice of them to crown our Thanks- 
giving table.” 

“T don’t think I understand you, moth- 
er,” said her daughter. 

“T spose not, dear, never havin’ thought 
but one way about it; but your daddy and 
me "ve got it into our heads that the com- 
mand, “Thou shalt not kill,” means what it 
says. We agree with Isaiah that ‘He that 
killeth an ox is as he that slayeth a man.’ 
Life is just as much to the creatures as it 
is to us, and we've no right to take from *em 
what God gave ‘em.” 

The daughter looked at her mother in 
alarm, and expostulated: ‘But, mother, 
you have forgotten that God created them 
for man and gave him dominion over them.” 

“T remember it, daughter, just as it reads 
in Scripture; but your daddy and me have 
come to see that ‘dominion’ means protec- 
tion, and not slaughter.” 

““But doesn’t it read that he gave them 
to us for meat?” persisted her daughter. 

“You'd better read that first chapter of 
Gensis over again, Amy. You'll find that 
it says that the grains and the herbs and the 
fruits were given man for meat, and the 
green herbs to the creatures for meat. It 
reads as plain as can be. The Scriptures 
call all kinds of food ‘meat.’ 

Grandma Hart had succeeded pretty 
well in convincing her daughter, when they 
— interrupted by the return of the carry- 
all. 

The youngsters were clamorous for a 
romp in the barn and barnyard, which was 
gladly granted them. Hiram led the way. 
They came upon an enormous turkey that 
Grandma Hart had bought for Thanks- 
giving. “But it ain’t to eat,”’ the boy ex- 
plained; “*’cause Grandma Hart don’t 
b’lieve in killin’ things, an’ just bought this 
to save its life. An’ when you come to see 
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‘im struttin’ ‘round enjoyin’ hisself, you 
kinder hate to spoil ’s fun by cuttin’ "is head 
off and eatin’ ’im.” 

“But isn’t grandma going to have any 
turkey for Thanksgiving?” asked Master 


John wistfully. 


“Yes, dear,” answered Grandma Hart, 
who had slipped upon them unnoticed. 
“*There’s your Thanksgiving turkey. What 
shall we do with him?” 

The children gathered around the pomp- 


‘ous bird, who, proud of their attention, 


spread his tail and sailed around in his 
most: lordly manner, talking to them all the 
time in his gobble dialect. 

“Isn't he a beaut?’ shouted Johnny, 
while little Benny echoed, “‘Boo, boo.” 

“Just look at the pretty colors on his 
tail and see how he spreads it just like a 
big fan,”” exclaimed little Mary. 

“Yes, and look at his comb! It’s a per- 

fect ruby in color,” was Dora’s enthusias- 
tic comment. 
_ “He’s yours; are you satisfied with him 
as he is, or do you want him to give up his 
life and color, and have his dead carcass 
for your Thanksgiving dinner? Do by 
him as you would have some big giant, who 
had you in his power, do by you,” said 
grandma. 

The children were shocked; it had never 
entered their minds before what an awful 
thing it was to rob a creature like this of 
its life. Grandma waited for their decision. 
Master John was first to speak. 

“T’ll take ’im alive, grandma! I don’t 
want ‘im killed and eat up.” 

The children all agreed with John, and 
the turkey went free. The remainder of 
the morning was spent in all kinds of en- 
joyable ways. They rummaged the hay- 
loft for eggs; they rifled the bins where 
Hiram had stored his hoard of winter nuts, 
and had great sport cracking them. 

“Nuts ’s gooder than dead meat, any- 
way,” decided Mary; “‘an’ they don’t feel 
it when you crack ’em.”” 

So the short hours were spent in undis- 
turbed enjoyment, and their hearts came into 
close sympathy with all the barnyard folk. 
Black Bettie’s colt let them fondle it to 
their hearts’ content, while old Brindle 
chewed her cud contentedly and stood 


quietly patient when they pulled at her 
udder to see if they could make milk come. 
Everything on the Hart premises seemed to 
share in the trust and peace of Grandma 
Hart’s own sweet life. 

When at last Thanksgiving dinner was 
announced by the blowing of the dear old 
conch shell, there was a scamper for the 
house, and after a hurried washing and 
brushing up the children were given their 
places at the great table in the dining 
room. Such a beautiful, bountiful table! 
The children never remembered seeing it 
so attractive before. But there were such 
a lot of queer-looking folks at the table that 
they had not expected to see—not very well 
dressed ones, either. Grandpa and Grand- 
ma Hart had sent out “‘into the highways 
and hedges’ for those who had no other 
prospect of a Thanksgiving dinner. Min- 
nie’s father and mother were there (a sur- 
prise to her); Hiram’s “bad brother,” 
“lame Jane,” and “blind Mehitable,” and 
several others that had not figured in Terse- 
ville society for years, were there. No one 
noticed the absence of the Thanksgiving 
turkey. There was a real Thanksgiving 
and gratitude in the hearts of all present as 
they bowed their heads and repeated 
Grandpa Hart’s blessing after him: 

“Dear Father of all, we thank thee for 
this gathering at our Thanksgiving table; 
and for this loving fellowship. Thou who 
seest and knomest the heart and its purposes, 
judgest us righteously and mercifully. In 
partaking of this food may we eat and drink 
of the Inner Spiritual Substance that shall 
give us strength of body and peace of mind. 
We thank thee, O Father of all Good, for 
the abundance of thy unfailing supply and 
for the knowledge that all Life is of thee, 
and therefore sacred. In the name of Je- 
sus Christ, our Elder Brother. Amen!” 

It was a wonderful feast—one that fed 
the souls of those unusual guests, and 
opened the way for new and better things 
to come into their lives. 

“Now we must have some music,” 
chirped Grandma Hart, marshaling them 
all into the sitting room, around the big fire- 
place. Sly, wise Grandma Hart had 


found in some way that “lame Jane” and 


“blind Mehitable”’ had voices, and took this 


way to lead them out in song. 
go to the organ and play ‘Nearer, my God, 


“Amy, you 


to Thee.’ I’m sure we can all sing that.” 

And didn’t they sing it, though, with a 
vim that set the happy blood tingling in 
every part of their beings, lighting up their 
faces with new purpose! 

The children were not slow in finding 
that “blind Mehitable,”” or “Miss Mehit- 
able,” as they decided to call her, had a 
rare fund of stories, which they coaxed out 
of her. They found out, too, that “lame 
Jane” had really another name, which was 
Mrs. Amworth. Mr. Dane, the children’s 
father, catching the unusual name, remarked 
that he had never heard it except in his 
childhood home in the East, where he knew 
a family by the name of Amworth. One 
of the sonsx—Amos—went West, and was 
not heard from afterwards. 

““That was my husband’s name!”’ cried 
Mrs. Amworth rising to her feet, forgetting 
her weakness in the joy of finding an ac- 
quaintance of her husband. “Oh, how 
good it is to meet you! I have never known 
his people. Amos said we would go East 
to see them when he could return proud of 
his success, One day he started to Lead- 
ville with his ore, and I never heard of 
him afterwards. For years I hoped against 
hope, and my life has been a struggle. Of 
one thing I am sure—had he been living 
he would have returned.” 

This conversation led to Mrs. Amworth 
finding a home with her husband's people. 
Two years afterwards Amos found her 
there. He had been injured by a mountain 
slide. while on the way to Leadville, had 
been unconscious, and had been cared for 
by a miner up the gulch. When he re- 
turned home his wife was gone, and he had 
spent years in searching for her. He had 
made his fortune, and had gone to his 
eastern home, as long planned. 

Mr. Dane found that Minnie’s father 
had a genius for mechanics, and helped him 
to steady and profitable employment. 

Grandpa Hart, while trying to entertain 
Billy, Hiram’s brother,”” with a book 
on natural history, found to his surprise 
that the boy had an astonishing fund of 
knowledge on the subject, and it was made 
plain that his truancies came from his mis- 
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understood love of nature, and that his 
supposed cruelties were prompted by his 
efforts to obtain specimens, for his collection 
of birds and insects. Grandpa Hart’s in- 
terest in Billy helped to awaken interest on 
the part of others, and led the youth to that 
development of his gift that later made him 
known as a naturalist. 

And so it was that everybody~ found 
the good in everybody else at Grandma 
Hart’s that Thanksgiving afternoon. Not 
one of her guests went home to the old life. 
The seed of love and fellowship sown that 
day found fertile soil, and each has learned 
to know with Grandma Hart that the only 
way to happiness “‘is to pick your good as 
it ripens every day.” 

LIFE TALKS 
Number II 
H. 


“Help one another,” the children said, 

As they worked away at their flower bed; 

“You can hoe and I can rake, 

And, oh! what a nice soft bed we'll make, 
For I'll help you and you'll help me, 
And then what gorgeous flowers they'll be.” 

So the children improvised another verse 
to the much loved ‘“Help-one-another” 
song* as they prepared their flower garden. 

“I’m going to plant pansies and have 
some little plant babies. Don’t their faces 
look just like babies, mamma?” questioned 
little Bright Eyes. 

“All plants are Mother Earth’s babies,” 
answered mother. “She takes the little 
seeds into her bosom near her heart and 
loves, warms and nourishes them until- they 
come forth like the little birdies and chicks 
from the shell. The difference is the 
birdies and chicks hatch outside of the 
mother while the plant babies are buried 
within the mother during the time of wait- 
ing for the little plant-image to grow. Here 
is a soaked sweet pea seed. See the little 
image of the perfect plant—just like the 
perfect God-image in each of you. The 
sweet pea can’t be anything but a sweet pea 
like the image, and a pansy a pansy; nor 
can you be anything but a good boy and a 
good girl like the image of good, or God, 
within you.” 

*“Truth in Song” No. 76. 
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The work was finished in silence as this 
thought was being digested by the little 
gardeners. 

(Returning to the house I wrote for 
them, “‘Mother Earth’s Babies,”” which you 
will find on page two.) 

Some days after the planting we had 
a heavy rain. Bright Eyes was making 
her daily inspection of the flower bed when 
she came running in, greatly excited. “Oh, 
mamma! The little plant-babies are out 
and they ain’t hatched yet.” 

All hastily went to the bed and found 
many of the seeds with the ground washed 
off and just beginning to burst from their 
shells. 

While putting fine soil over them, mother 
said, ““You little babies must stay under 
cover until you are ready to come forth all 
hatched.” 

“Do little boy-babies and little girl- 
babies hatch “fore they come forth, like the 
flowers>?”’ asked the Question Mark Boy. 

“Yes, the seed which stands for God's 
wonderful Word of Life and the ovum, 
which is another name for egg, has a nest 
right under the mother’s heart where it is 
loved, breathed for, and nourished through 
a wonderful tube, provided for through the 
wisdom of God, until it grows to be able 
to breathe and eat for itself; then it comes 
forth and goes on growing in the image and 
likeness of God until all the goodness is 
expressed.” 


IDEAL HOME FOR THE BOY 
The ideal home of the boy, whether the 


house be great or small, is the home in 
which there is ever present love, sympathy, 
fellowship, fun, the spirit of play, kind- 
ness and common sense. In such a home 
the boy problem is an easy problem, and it 
is largely solved by the parents. If all 
homes were ideal, there would be little work 
for the leader of the boys’ club. As Pro- 
fessor Peabody says, ““A good boy is the 
natural product of a good home, and all 
the efforts of philanthropy to make boys 
better are consciously imperfect substitutes 
for the natural influences of a_healthy- 
minded home.”—H. JT. Musselman, in 


June “Life and Health.” 


A WISDOM STATUE—FREE 
HERE is a picture of our Wisdom a — 


statue. The size of the image 
is four by six and one-half inches. 
It has been modeled in plaster of 
Paris, and is an excellent piece of 
work. The artist who designed the 
statue is a famous Norwegian 
sculptor. He has produced in this 
image the likeness of a_ perfect 
child, representing Wisdom sup- 
ported by the hand of Truth. 


@ We know that every reader of 
WISDOM will want one of these 
beautiful statues. We wish that 
you could see them. Little Wis- 
dom is such a handsome fellow. 
He is always a smiling. He brings 
sunshine and joy to every home 
that he visits. Wouldn't you like for him to come to your 
home? Of course you do. He will if you send this magazine 
to three of your friends. Read the following. 


@ Beginning November Ist, we will send a Wisdom statue to 
every person who sends three new subscriptions to WISDOM 
magazine. You will remember that we are now making a 
special price of $2.00 for three subscriptions. This makes it 


very easy for our readers to get the statues. Let us receive 
your order soon. 


@ We trust that we shall have the pleasure of mailing you one 
of these delightful statues. We advise you to send the three 
names and the $2.00 as soon as possible, for we want you to 
be sure to have one. Please mention this offer when you send 
your order. 

UNITY TRACT SOCIETY, 
913 Tracy Avenue, Kansas City, Mo. 
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SEND FOR WISDOM’S CHRISTMAS BANK 


W5 HAVE been planning a way by which the readers of 
WISDOM could get some of our delightful books for 
Christmas. The thought came to us that it would be a splen- 
did idea to have Wisdom Banks and mail them to all who would 


like to save money for the books. 


@ The idea is a good one, and knowing that many will want 
the banks, we have prepared a large number of them. We have 
also selected three of our best books—‘*Treasure Box,”’ “Love's 
Reses”’ and ““Wee Wisdom's Way,” and these we will send to 
those who have saved $1.00 in Wisdom’s Bank. 


@ If you want the books, sign your name below and we will 
mail you a Bank. Your part is to save $1.00 in it before 
Christmas, then forward the amount to us, and we will send 
you the books. 


@ ‘Treasure Box” is a story which is full of all the fascination and.charm of a 
fairy story and yet rich with the highest teaching for character building. The 
little book is most artistically gotten up, with numerous pen illustrations and half- 
tones. We recommend it as a delightful gift. 


@ “‘Love’s Roses’’ is a booklet containing a charming story for children. It 
teaches that thoughts are things which bring us health, joy and happiness. It 
tells so beautifully how a child can control thought, and build into his life just 
what he wishes. 


@ One of the most interesting stories ever written for children and young people 
is ““Wee Wisdom’s Way.” It is a true story of the effects of Truth teaching. 
It tells, in Mrs. Fillmore’s charming style, how the power of God heals and 
blesses his children when they know his laws and abide by them. 


UNITY TRACT SOCIETY, 
913 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Friends: 
Please send me a Wisdom Bank, and | will save $1.00 


in it for ““Treasure Box,’’ Love’s Roses” and ““Wee Wisdom’s 


| q 
Way.” 
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THE MONTH'S KEY-NOTE 


The Wees 


“Love is never cross nor rude, 
Love is always kind and good.” 
The Youth 


| am governed and guided by the Love 
and Wisdom of the Christ-Mind. 


The Home 
“Christ is the Head of this house. A 


silent guest at every meal.”’ 


I bless my eyes, that | may see good everywhere. 

I bless my ears, that | may always hear uplifiing things. 

I bless my tongue, that I may speak only living words. 

I bless my hands, that I may do the will of God. 

I bless my feet, that 1 may walk upright in the way of the Lord. 

“Bless the Lord, O my soul, and forget not all his benefits: who forgiveth all 
thine iniquities; who healeth all thy diseases; who redeemeth thy life from destruction; 
who crowneth thee with loving-kindness and tender mercies. Bless the Lord, all his works 
in all places of his dominion: bless the Lord, O my soul.” 


—Ada Louise Beckwith. 


\ 
| 
MYRILE FILLMORE, Ediios 
j 
\} 
| ik 


“THANKSGIVING.” 


Words from WeE Wispom, 1899. 
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